
>RST. ; V,
-h

-tKETi NEW YOItK."

.AUGtTST jtC, 1896.
... 7.. "r

,¦
j the Post Office' in New York as

second-class matter.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
AILY-ANI> SUNDAY. Per Month 40
>AItiY .AND SL'jS'DAY. Per Year $4..r>0
>AnY, "Vlthouf Sunday, Per Month .30

Without Sunday. Per Year.- $3.00
"*">AY. Alflne. Per Year ...$1.50

times th^ atHsrr- rates in all foreign coun-

~°pt Mexico and Canada.
vr> Secure attention, subscribers Vlsh-

^sses changed must give their old
'dress

s of organizing clubs
for the New York

;eive full information
Mai rates, etc., by ad-

^ulateion Department, the
..,/ttrnal. New York."

THE WEATHER.
ily fair, slightly warlner, with south-

.cds.

ne more he thinks of it the more

A Dana will wonder why he printed
if. Watterson's remarks on "frauds
and fools."'

And now we will be hearing from
those persons and papers that were

prepared to be displeased with the

Queen's speech.

If decapitation is really awaiting Lri

Hung Chang at the end of his present
trip, he will doubtless feel disposed to

join the bolters.

Hon. Warner Miller can now pro¬
ceed against the Herkimer County Re¬
publicans for obtaining his affections
under false pretences.

Mr. Comptroller Eckels has reeled up
his fishing lines, wound up his voice
and started East. The Comptroller is
bound to be as interesting as ever.

Tennessee is another State where the
Republicans and Populists are arrang¬
ing for fusion. Of course, the Tennes¬
see Populists are not "Anarchists."

-j

The Interests of Americans in Cuba
are being neglected in order that all
time and attention may be devoted to
the Administration's interests in pol¬
itics.

Mr. Lc.R-an Carlisle has pronounced
Mr. Bryan's speech a very weak affair.
It was all along feared that it would
not give entire satisfaction to the Car¬
lisle family.

Hon. Bourke Cockran's Congressional
Record shows that he does not always
vote as he talks. Perhaps Mr. Cockran
will change his present mind before
the close of the campaign.

Mr. Piatt's recent allusion to "the
mortgaged * r? ?«" and the Trib-

den*- iciatlon of Mr. Piatt* and
.oiiowers will, later in the cam¬

paign, meet and try and effect some
sort of compromise.

~t has been disclosed that forgery
-> resorted to in an effort to cause
anized labor to discontinue its fight

on. H. C. Payne, Mark Hanna's
<-gue on the Republican Campaign
mittee. However, it is necessary
esort to extreme measures to sup-

<, <jss "Anarchy."

It is said that Mr. Quay is to have
charge of the Republican campaign in
the Southern States. As Mr. Hanna
has practically decided that he will
waste none of his money in the South
it will be seen that the Pennsylvania
^nator has a long fishing season
ahead.

THE QUESTION OF MONEY.
Since the beginning of the present

Presidential campaign the Journal has
opened its columns to a discussion of
the question of gold monometallism
against bimetallism, in the interests of
the education of the people upon this
crucial subject. t6 insure absolute
fairness, articles were secured from the
mocf: eminent experts on each side of
the controversy> among them Messrs.
Everett P. Wheeler, John De Witt War¬
ner, Edward Atkinson, Lyman J. Gage
and Professors William G. Sumner and
J. Laurence Laughlin, on the side of
gold monometallism, and Senators J.
T. Morgan, J. W. Daniel, William M.
Stewart and George G." Vest and ex-

congressman R. p. Bland and W. H.
Harvey, of "Coin's Financial School,"
n the Interests of bimetallism.
This "Battle of the Standards" has
n the people of the United States
pportunity such as has nevei* been
rented to them before of obtaining
views of the men who represent
intellectual and the material side
le argument in each direction.
^ Journal has, however, received
nerable letters from citizens who
for Information on concrete divis-

ons of the great subject of finance-
pom farmers, savings bank depositors,
wage-earners and others, who have a

personal interest in the result of the
present campaign, as to how the elec-
ion of Bryan or McKinley will affect
.hem.
In order that these correspondents

may have the benefit'of the best
thoughts of the advocates of both gold
monometallism and bimetallism, the
Journal has made arrangements to
have such of these questions as pos¬
sess vital interest or are of general
importance answered in its columns
by the men who are acknowledged to
i ^present each side of the question.
"Beginning next Tuesday these ques¬
tions will be answered pro and. con in
?he Journal, within reasonable limits

ce, by representatives of the
in Si-Metallic Union, the oldest
at InflnanUal «i«anizatiou fa- j

cue o.^ nd Oi uti. N ^wv- York
Reform Club, ilch stands for gold
monometallism, on the other.
As has been the practice in "The

Battle of the Standards," the argu¬
ments of neither side will be tampered
with. The people will be able to ob¬
tain. through tlfe columns of th^ Jour¬

nal flit best thoughts of th<* ablest ex-5
ponents on both sides of the gieat
question now before them.'

MR. DANA AS AN ANARCHIST.
A little book published a day or two

ago, a copy of which has found its way

into the office of the Journal, has- a

curious present day interest, though
it is made up of matter, excellent in lit¬

erary quality but doubtful in its polit¬
ical merit, printed first in 1849. The
title page of the reprint gives indica¬
tion of its interest to-day, and may be

reproduced thus, with some abbrevia¬
tion, now:

Proudhon
AND HIS

,

"Bank of the People,"
BEING

A DEFENCE OF THE GREAT FRENCH; AN¬
ARCHIST. ETC.. ETC.

By
CHARLES A, DANA.

Editor of the N. Y. Sun.

Mr. Dana, it seems, has long K^pt a

sharp lookout for Anarchists, and
when he finds a real one, like Proud¬
hon, defends him. Sometimes in the
exercise of that saturnine humor for
which he is so widely and justl>
famed he picks out a man upon whom
there rests no taint of Anarchism and
denounces him with grim ferocity as

an Anarchist. His putative Anar¬
chists whom he attacks number among
them President Cleveland, Mr. Bryan,
Henry George, W. D. Howells, Gov¬
ernor Altgeld, Rev. Lyman Abbott and
A score of others equally diverse in their
personal beliefs ^and equally far re¬

moved from the anarchistic propa¬
ganda. The only real' Anarchist of
whom Mr. Dana has written, Proud-
hon, he warmly applauded.
The tone of these articles, which

were printed first in the New York
Tribune, of which Mr. Dana was then
managing editor, indicates the com¬

plete sympathy of their author with
the social beliefs of Proudhon. In 183D
there was no more outspoken prophet
of the people's triumph, through armed
revolution if necessary, than he. -How
curiously, in face of the Sun's present
trepidation lest Bryan's election por¬
tends a revolution, seems such a para¬
graph 'as this from the pen ot its
aged, if not venerable, editor:
Would to God that this hot and bfoody

struggle were over, and that Peace might
come at last to the world! And yet I in¬
voke no seeming peace that the weaker
may erver anew be plundered, but a peace
with Liberty, Equality, and honest man's
and Aot robber's Order for its condition.
What is the way to such a peace? Through
war and destruction, through such war as
that at Rome, and that In Hungary.per¬
haps, too, through such as that of June,
1848, in Paris. The history of the past and
the examples of the present instruct us
that the privileged and powerful, by what¬
ever name they are called, do not yield
their privileges except as they are com¬
pelled. When will Russia lay aside the
pretension to dictate darkness and despot¬
ism to Europe? When she is compelled.
When will the bourgeoisie consent to live
by their own labor and not by the labor
of others? When they are compelled.
How can that compulsion be exercised?
In a free State through the ballot and the
Independent action of the people under the
Influence of Ideas. How shall States be
made free so that Ideas and the people
may act. Hitherto Providence has freed
them by revolution, nor is it apparent
that other means are now to be employed.
It may be that day of revolutions is
past, but if so why are they there in such
abundance? * * * Let others give aid and
comfort to despots. Be it ours to stand
for liberty and justice, nor fear to lock
arms with those who are called hotheadg
and demagobues when the good cause re¬
quires.
When this paragraph was written

Mr. Dana was in the prime of his in¬
tellectual life. His years were suffi¬
cient to have given him education and
discretion, and still few enough to
leave him unspoiled by the sordid as¬
sociations of long business life. In
these later years the brilliant writer,
who, with the versatility of genius,
employs his pen with equal facility In
support of Ben Butler and greenbacks
and J. Pierpont Morgan aqd gold
bonds, may pretend to look back with
scorn on these early essays of his an¬
archism; yet those who know him best,
those who can recall the cheerful and
satisfied air which he put on, together
with a white apron, when serving his
communistic brethren at Brook Farm,
will have little doubt In their hearts
that he has still a lingering love for his
old creed, drawn from Proudhon,
Fourier and Karl Marx.
Age, they say, brings discretion.

Sometimes, too, it brings cowardice.
The man is not so likely to abandon
the convictions of his youth as he Is to
refrain, through motives of prudence,
from expressing them. Mr. Dana, be¬
ing a man of much worldly wisdom,
probably would not say to-day, as he
did in '49, that Proudhon, the father
of French anarchism, "never wavered
from the side of the people," and that
"no man has more at heart the eleva¬
tion of the working classes to that po¬
sition of dignity and honor which be¬
longs to their office in the social mech¬
anism." Nor does he nowadays, since
he enlisted in defence of capital and
of capitalists, lay stress upon his ax¬

iom of '49."Labor is productive; cap¬
ital is not."
In these later days of Mr. Dana's

intellectual activities he has abandoned

. Jiiic vv iiu* uie candor*of his <£fe.
who Joined in the first communistic
colony the CJnited States ever saw now

u^esi "bbmmuni^.ie" as a synonynie
for criminal. Perifeps nevei* wp.s pre¬
sented so curious jin instance of men¬

tal evolution. If he, IJEke Browning's
"Bishop Biongram," would roll ir§ out
his miftd, how edifying a st*dy of a

lifetime's struggle between 'belief' and
expediency would be then preented.

INSURANCE AND SILVER.
In Ihe mjnds of some of our gold

standard contemporaries the failure of
the United Life Association has ranked
with th£- hot wave as one of the most

melancholy results of the free silver

agitation. This company is one of the.

soft to' which -any kind of agitation
that" could afford it an excuse for aban¬

doning the struggle for existence ought
to be welcome, it is pledged to pay its

policy holders $11,221,000 on the ma¬

turity of their policies. To meet these
claims it has $178.67 in cash, $1,373.82
in banks, and other assets bringing up
its total resources to $2,552.49. Its
assets amount to one dollar in every

$4,400 of insurance in force.
This company has been doing busi¬

ness under false pretences for years.
It has been systematically engaged in

a heartless swindle on the poor and

helpless. To dignify its rascalities by
ascribing their well-deserved retribu¬
tion to the effects of an impending'
change in the national financial policy
Is as silly and harmful as to sympa¬
thize with a dispersed gang of cqnfj,-,
dence men on the ground that silver

agitation has disturbed the market for

green goods.
But this affair suggests some reflec¬

tions on the business of the insurance
companies of a more reputable class,
and Its relations to the currency ques¬
tion. Some of these corporations have
recently been urging the country to

save them from the necessity of pay¬
ing their policy holders in depreciated
silver. They have said that much as.

they might long to pay their obliga¬
tions in good money, they could not do
it under free coinage, because their
assets would immediately shrink to

the measure of fifty-three cent; dollars.
The assets of insurance companies

are invested in real estate, in securi¬
ties specifying payment in gold, 'and in
securities payable In lawful money.

Only the last class of investments
would be injuriously affected b^ free
coinage, even on the theory that free

coinage involved depreciation. But it

happens that prosperous insurance

companies do not pay their losses out
of their accumulated assets. They
make the year's premiums cover the

year's payments, and have a handsome
surplus left. In all countries and at

all times the aggregate insurance
losses are met by the current receipts.
The Equitable last year carried $913,-
556,733 of insurance on $183,138,559 of
assets. The Metropolitan had only $22,-
326,622 of assets for $441,375,307 insur¬
ance. The insurance companies doing
business in the State of New 'York have
collected premiums since their organi¬
zation amounting to $1,593,158,152, and
have paid to their policy holders for all

purposes $986,693,070. This includes
losses, endowments, annuities, pay¬
ments for lapsed, surrendered and pur¬
chased policies, and dividends. It
leaves over $600,000,000 collected by the
companies and not returned to the
policy holders.

Now, since all losses are paid out of
current premiums, the effect of a de¬

preciation of the currency would mere¬

ly be to reduce the actual amount of
insurance paid for and receivable
without affecting the relation between
premiums and policies. In other words,
if we had- the threatened "fifty-cent
dollar," a man who had been buying
$3,000 of Insurance for $100 a year would
buy $1,500 insurance for $50 a year. If
he wanted to keep up his policy at the
old rate, all he would have to do would
be to continue his*former payments at
their actual value.

^The only sufferers in such a case

would be the people who had paid pre¬
miums for a long tim<* on the gold
standard, and who were too old to take
out additional insurance at economical
rates. But if the companies are really
as solicitous for the welfare of these
patrons as they profess to be, they
can easily protect them from loss by
offering them the privilege of paying
their premiums in gold and having
their policies made payable in the same

metal.
One of our Hanna contemporaries

has chided Mr. Bryan for "ignorance"
because he spoke of the interests of
Insurance companies as distinct from
those of their policy holders. Most of
the great companies, it observes, are

organized on a mutual basis, and hence
their policy holders get everything they
sarn. If that were true it would not
3eem to make much difference to the
policy holders whether the receipts
ind expenditures of the companies were

lounted in fifty-cent, one-hundred-
;ent or two-hundred-cent dollars. They
would merely be putting their money
Trom one pocket into another in any
zase. Aside from the comparative
trifle of Interest on lawful money in¬

vestments, the only income of the com¬

panies that would be affected by a de¬
preciation of the currency is that which
s paid by the policy holders them¬
selves.
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Unrie Ned, he sed, Johnny, Uncle Ned
did and' then I spoke rite up and sed wot
did he want. Then he knocked the fier out
of his pipe an put It In his pocket, an

tuke his spettacles of, an whlped them
with his hankchef, an puttem on agin,
an looked over the top of the spettacles,
real wise, an bine by he sed a other time,
"Johnny, you make my tired ake, cant
irpu size to the conseptiori of a man wlch
.can speak without he wants something? I
'spose you take sech a 10 view cos yure
father, he is a Repubcan, an wot a Repub-
can makes a speach It is cos he wants a

office, an thats wy he speaks."
"Wen Bildad, thats the new dog, sets up

on the end of his back an speaks, he
wants a bisket, but Mose, wich Is the
cait, he is a Maitee, an thats wy I say
the crackydill is the king of beasts.
Blme by Uncle Ned, he s4d, "Johnny, did

yure father go to hear Mister Brine make
that big speach at Madson S^yare? I did-
ent see him there."
Jest then my father, he come'In, wichl

Is a Repdfecan, an be herd wot Uncle Ned
sed. So my father was reel mad, an he
kicked Mose, wlch is the cat, cruel, in the
stumk of his belly, and Bildad, thats the
now dog, lie snook tinder the sofy. Then
father, he s^d, "Edard, If you want to be
a gory anerkist, an go In for the struck-
tion of property an llfes, an for free sil-
fer, and sech things, thats yure own biz-
nice, so long as you dont comit no overt
act, but let me tel you that the sole of
that lucent child isent the place for you
to install yure vennom Into, You know
rnity wel l wudent go to hear that gum
dasted wrastple nifoke speaches agin our

country an our religen, an gold, an all
wich a onegt man holes sacred. You kno,
too, that yon wudent ben there your own
self.not by ten miles.if yure therst for
a post office hadent mafle you blind to the
voice of reoson."
-Theh T ncle Ned, wich was fewrlous mad,

like he was wet cats, he jest set still an

sed, "Robert," cos that is my fathers
name, "if It wasent for the fact that we
are ofsprings of the same anslster, an

speak the same langvvldge, tho you speak
It with too much fr'edom, I shuld reply to
them remarks with the silence wich thay
deserv. An if I wasent a livin -nider
yure roof, wich'leaks, I WHde anyway, but
the clames of h&spitalty are sacred, an' I
>> il ignore the insult with a speech on the
financial situaslon. In the early don of
histry we see"-«-but wen Uncle Ned had
got that fiir my father, he sed: "Excuse
me, I got to catch the express for Madgi-
gasker for to meet the Mufty of Moosh."
Wen he had gone Undo Ned, he jest hove

a si an sed: "Wot u dispolntment, if he
had stade jest one hour Ide a shode
him wot a likening calclater I am at rep-
ertee."

I ast Mister Jonnlce, wlch has got the
wuden laig, wot was repertee, an he said,
Mister Jonnice did, "Repertee Is the art
of insultin a feller in sech a way as to
be safe."
But It says in the Bible that insulters

shal be plunged in to everlastln* fier, an*
that's wy I say it Is better to be born
lucky than rich.
An now He tel you a little story about

my father, wlch is a Repubcan, jest
the same as me. One time he set a redin
a newspaper an he fel asleep an snored
like dissant thunder, wich is the same
way as a tagger rores wen it romes in the
jingle. Binie by he dreamed, my father
did, that he was a bein kild, and he hol¬
lered «out in his sleep: "Murder! Murder!"
You never seen sech a fuss! The family
run In the room, scared offle, an mother
she shuk him til he was awake. Then
Uncle Ned he wank his ey an sed: "Were
is the murder?"
Wen my father he seen how things was

he luked real foolish and dldent anser for
a long time, but bime by he luked at the
newspaper an sed: "Wy, here it is, in the
paper, of course. Were did you spo&e I
lerned'about it?"
Then he pretended for to read as follows:

"Gastly Murder in Kalamakee! Five Hun-
derd Ytfman Beings Lonched Into Eternity.
The Hole Citty Burnt Up for to Conseal
the Carlme. Supposed to Be the Wurlc of
a Demcrat!"
But if I was a Demcrat I rather be a ser-

cus p'former, cos murder is bigmy, but the
ephalent is the most jigantlcle beast wich
romes the plain.
One time there was a sercus come to

our town, and the ephalent he was giv
woter out of a trof, wich was near to a

new house, and a painter was a paintin
the^ new house. The painter he stoped
wurk and come down and sed to the sho-
man, the painter did: "Mister, It wtild
pay you in the long run for to have that
palatial animal of yures repainted, an Ide
do it for you real cheap."
The shomau he thot a wile an then he

sed: "Wei, he * is gettin' a bit wether
wore, that's a fack, but the trubble is he
wont be painted any way but red, an' that
makes the flamingo so gum dasted jellus
that she wont lay egs that Is fit to eat."
Then the painter he sed mebby the sho-

man would let him paint the cammelses
hunch, but the shoman he ony jest smlld
mourufile an shuke his hed and sed: "That
cant be did, cos our cammel Is so tall
that his hunch is coverd with eternel sno."
Tho stuck upest thing in the wurld Is

the glrafts hed, but ole Gaffer Peterses hed
Is bald, like apples, an Missis Doppy has
got red hair on hern.
The turtle he lays egs Cos he Is vlvlpper-

ous, but a hens eg jest warm out of the
nest, for to suck, is the noblest wurk of
God!

I ast my father wy Mister Brine was let
live for to thro bums an set houses after
an' kll evry body wich has got monny. My
father he thot a wile an* then he sed: "The
truth Is, Johnny, we cant hellup our-
selfs. If we was to hang him them Popoc
rats wuld turn In an eleck the gallus wich
we hung him on, an I gess it wuld be about
the bizzlest Presdent wich we have ever

had."
Thou I sed: "Industery is the fownda-

shion of bein' welthy," and my father he
sod; "Yes. that's wot yure coppy book

thats
jke tip
g&llus

luked at
he stude

like thay
e. in their
he sed:

.ber of yure
i I oepy my

jjr, an all ways
.jjftfe, if Us only a

..relldgoufc man, and
wiftgwidge, aft I .have

..rr, ^Mit He jest, "be contwiated
.astln Satan if you alnt the malng-

pt. plltlcle munky .wich has ever chattered
1q the Gospel tre!'r
But Mlst<»r Glpple he only sed, "F^r wich

blesing may the' T^i*d make us truly
thankfle."
The munky lsnt a anmal, an it isent a

fish, air it Isent a berd, tin it lsent yu-
man. an it iseflt a boy, but its one of
the 7 wunders of the wurld ol right
ehoughph, an wen you poke it *with a

stick it squ<Jels offle an scares yure sister.
M^nkys is of two kinds, the he one an the
she one, an' the litle baby munky is ctilled
a^bivalve.
After Mister Gipple had went away I

sod to my father: "Wen Mister Maldnly
is Presdent I 'spose he wll draw hiS big
saword an cut Mister Brine's hed of, an

say, 'That wil teech you for to be a aner-

kist, you notty feller!' "

My father he spoke up an sed: "No,
indeed: that wuldent do no good, cos the
.gum dasted pirets hod mite be cut of a

thousen 100 times an he never wude miss

Then my father he ¥hot a long wile, an

blme by he luked me in t,o my 2 eys, mlty
sober, an' «ed, my father did, "Johnny,
yure the child of my busom, an my hope,
an pride, an if you wbnt never give it
away He tel you something in good faith,
,ded square."

I sed I wuldent never tel, and he sed,
"Wei, my son, it is a whack, lie trust
you."
Then he slnked his vole down real lo, an

sed, "The fack is, Johnny, Mister Makinly
wont be Presdent til the day after to-
morow."
Then I sed that wasen't only a little

wile to wait, but my father he shuke his
bed an' sed, "Mebby so, Johnny; mebby
so. But thert? -wll be a good menny days
after to-morow, an' I cant seem to figger
out jest wich one it wll be."
An now lie tel you a story a bout a

show, wich my sisters yung man tole me.
One time he had a frend wich was a shop¬
man, an the shoman he sent my sisters
yung man a ticket for to see his great
cleckslilon of wild anmals. My sisters
yung man wasent very fond of wild an¬
mals, but he liked the big sabage Bengali
tagger lots, an' he past nearly the hole
aftnoon by the cage, a shudderin' for to see
its big teeths an hear it rore like its hart
was broke! After the sho had shut up he
went toi see the shoman, an' the shoiuau
he was a payin' oft his hired men, cos it
was Satday. Bime by a feller come up for
to get his pay, but the shoman dldent do
nutliiug but only jest look at him, but
after a wile he sed, the shoman did, "Wot
name?"
The feller he smiled an sed, "You dont

recknize me cos I have shafed off my
wiskers. Ime Mister Gail."
The shoman he opened his 2 eys wide an*

sed, "Wot! not Ben?"
Then the feller he sed, "Yessir, Ime the

tagger."
My sisters yung man has got nice blu eys,but hern are brown, an' Franky, that's the

baby, sux his thubm an' 'owls like he was
Injuns. An thats wy I say bred is the
staf of life, but a pigs trotter, nice
pickeld, is the king of beests.

A Sylvan Bohemia.
The most interesting manifestation in art

at present is at the art village, Shlnne-
cock. The propagation of knowledge during
the dog days indicates a wholly modern
thirst. All sorts of schools have responded,
but nothing like this.
A dozen little gray cottages set down

with simplicity on the Shinnecock downs,
about a large, commodious studio. Except
for a plcturesqueness plainly intended In
attic windows and thatched windmill, it
might be a peasant village.
In the twilight, Indeed, it has the air of a

hamlet such as Cazin paints, with couples
of shirt-waisted girls strolling in the tiny
streets for peasants, and the accents of
the West and South breaking the stillness.

It is a village of women, diversified by
pet dogs and cats. Some of these have at-
toined the fame for which their mistresses
now; strive. The chatelaine's cat, Schere-
zade.lias twice won blue ribbons; Charles
Algernon, otherwises Johnnie, with the
gravity of a Maltese philosopher; Sappho,
Italian greyhound, a piece of live Dresden
china; Bruce, shaking his great sides in
class, and Bimbo, bull terrier pup, patrol¬
ling the village.
There are occasional knickerbockers for

the hefty studio work, and vagrant bicycle
and golf stockings dawdling occasionally
about the vine-hung porches, but on the
whole a nunnery is not more feminine.
The air of decorousness which trails over

everything Is the American touch to what
might be considered a Bohemian enter¬
prise. The painters dress for dinner and
sing hymns to the studio piano Sunday
evenings. The home-bred girl from the re¬
motest part of the country can safely trust
herself among these influences. The girl
of what nationality can find elsewhere this
delicate balance bet\veen freedom and
restraint?
The conspicuous fact Is that this regard

for decorous living is not incompatible
with^hard work. Professional models are

brought from town. Easels gather around
a fair girl, posed under a sunlit tree, like
flies around a honey pot; white umbrellas
dot the downs like mushrooms.
Monday morning is a formal occasion.

A procession of bicycles comes over the
hills; smart traps and livery stand outside
the studio door, for Southampton and Shln-
necock Hills find entertainment, here. On
the rows of camp stools,there are no be¬
smeared smocks and farmers' hats, but the
attractive costuming of the American girl.
The dogs and cats are here on their best
behavior. It is criticism morning.
The arrival of Mr. Chase sets hearts pal¬

pitating. The work of the > eek Is arranged
on a movabif frame. ( Without ceremony
he begins: "Whose work Is this?" a fateful
pointer in his hand. A still, small voice
says: "Mine, Mr. Chase." There is a stir
to look at the unhappy creature facing
her own misdeeds.
Mr. Chase never appears more happily

than hi the straightforward simplicity of
his criticism, the brief, illuminating
words, the frank appreciation, and In the
illimitable patience with which he goes
through these timid, struggling, bumptious,
honest, hopeful and hopeless essays in art.

x M. G. H.

Goftsuelo's Birthday
at Stately Blenheim

London, Aug. 8..Strolling: along a London
.allway platform, trying to look as If I had
lust completed a tour of the world, my gaze
ell upon a large time table, and two words
stared me In tjie face."BlenhMm" and
"Woodstock." The very thing, for I knew
hat on certain days the nrrounds and pal-
ice, residence of the Duke and Duchess of
Marlborough, are open to visitors, one of
svhom I proposed to be, and that without
lelay. The journey is a short one, but I
found the first half of it a bit trying. Not
that anybody grabbed me by the hair and
isked me conundrums about my money or
ny life, or any of those pleasant, beguiling
ittle games for which the English railway
<ystein of locked cages is so admirably ar-

-uiged, but a large and prosperous family
made up of sons and daughters and dogs
md bicycles and bags. All save a babv-
ivlUch a mercnul and wise fate had over¬
looked and left behind.came tumbling and
Jverflowing into the compartment I had
"bosen with an eye to quiet and reflection,
iiul, to put it mildly, they got on my nerves
* itli both feet, where they remained till I
llscovered that I had to change cars some¬
where, and I fortunately made my escape
ind completed my journey in the more
soothinfc society of a sleek and sleepy par¬
son.

"u 'arriving at my destination, Wood-

stodSJ a quaint, little, old historic town
hat lies at the gates of Blenheim, I found
he principal street crowded with vehicles
if every description, from which the horses

removed- °n Inquiry I ascer-
alned that they had brought a large num-

of quests to the palace, wher0, In cele¬
bration of her twentieth birthday, the
roung Duchess had chosen the charming
and unique idea of giving a fete and gar-
den party which was to last three days.

this> the flrst day, were Invited the
neighbors and gentry from all the country,
rhe second day was to be devoted to the
school children and the third day to the
tenants and laborers.
Having secured a room at the Inn re¬

joicing in the name of "The Bear" and run
by a man called Bull, the combination pro¬
ducing a Stock Exchange effect which sent
my thoughts for a moment to far away
Wall Street, I asked if I could get a trap
of some sort to take me through the
grounds, and after a short drive through
the brilliant sunshine of an August after¬
noon I found myself before one of, if not
ihe most magnificent castles in England.
When and why it was built and all the
rest of its early history you know (or ought
to), so I shall speak only of what I saw and
of Its present occupants.
Having been permitted by the porter (re¬

splendent In the well-known livery of dark
brown with facings of scarlet and sliver) to
pass the great gates of the principal en¬

trance, I found myself at the steps of the
north front of the palace, and, passing
through the lofty portico, entered the great
hail which leads to the saloon. After feast¬
ing my eyes on the innumerable treasures
of art, fine antique and modern statues,
pictures by Rubens, Vandyck, Reynolds,
Kneller and, coming down to our time, the
superb portrait cf the present Duchess, by
Carol us Duran; the magnificent tapestry
that lines the walls, representing various
military achievements of the great Duke,
Including the famous Malplaquet; the oval
ceiling of the grand salon painted by La
Guerro and the exquisite alto-relievos over
the chimney-piece, a copy from an an¬

tique of the marriage of Cupid and Psyche,
I passed through the library (originally In¬
tended for the picture gallery), with its
polished floor, on which gleamed ivory bear
skins, where through a vista of magnificent
palms I had a glimpse of the great organ
(placed there, by Lilian, former Duchess of
Marlborough, to whom are due many ad¬
ditions and Improvements), and listened as
there pealed forth the mighty strains of
the masters' music and as the last echoes
of the Pilgrims' chorus from "Tannhauser"
died away I wandered out Into the grounds
and my thoughts strayed back to the days
of long ago, when fair Rosamund lived and
loved, and waited in her bower 'for the
coming of the King, while unhappy Elea¬
nor, torn with jealousy, mad with love and
hate, sought and one day found the silken
clew In whose meshes three lives were to be
entangled. To-day there Is no trace of that
far away tragedy save only fair Rosa¬
mund's Well, which occupies the site of her
bower, and standing on the exquisitely
kept lawn, with Its smooth walks and bril¬
liant gardens, the splash of Its crystal
fountains, the murmur of the gently gliding
river beneath the stately trees, one won¬

ders If it may not be all a dream.

From the huge marquee, gay with stripes
of blue, red and yellow, where on long tables
are spread light and dainty refreshments,
liquid and substantial, inviting the visitor to
rest and console the Inner man, across the
grounds to where the band of the Royal
Marine Light Infantry discourses sweet
music, under the trees, dotted here and
there In low easy chairs are the guests,
making merry and admiring the care and
consideration with which everything has
been prepared for their comfort and pleas-1
ure. The sober, black robe of a parson forms
an effective contrast to the bright colored
gowns and hats of the other sex, who, as

usual, are In the majority.
On the portico of the main entrance stands

Mahomed, a small negro boy whom the
Duchess brought from Cairo to be her spe¬
cial body servant, so to speak. He Is dressed
in red, with much glint of buttons and gilt;
his ebony face Is marked with curious scars

that look as if he had been scratched on

forehead, chin and cheeks by the claws of
some wild bird of prey. He distributes pro¬
grammes of the music, and In reply to
whatever Is said or asked he only gring and
says, "Yes, yes!"
"But what about the Duchess?" you'll be

wondering. Ah! but one always leaves the
best bit for the last. And here she is.clad
as simply as a schoolgirl, on a soft, dove-

gray silk, plain bodice and skirt, relieved at
throat and waist by a touch of shot rose

silk and a bit of creamy lace, a large black
hat with pink roses, no jewelry, not even a

breoch. She walks slowly through the rooms

with a smile and a handshake for every one

of her guests. No affectation or mannerism
of any sort, and on every side one hears the
same verdict.that she is the sweetest, most
lovable, charming Duchess that ever won a

people's love. She goes to the village
church, takes an interest in all the games
and sports, and the other day at the For¬
esters' meet, presented the prizes herself.
She visits the old and the infirm, the sick
and the poor, and her charity, good nature
and simplicity have already In the short
time, since she came to live among them,
won for her a fondness that Is almost Idol¬
atry bmong her people. Little children fol¬
low her carriage as she drives through the
village and cry her name aloud for joy,

while the older on«*t murmur blPssir <1
she smiles them a greeting.
She Is Intensely fond of flowers and has

(tearl.f always a nosegay of pink or red
carnations (her favorite flo.wer) at her belt.
On the second day I saw from my .win-

3ow troops of children, all sizes and agfts,
marching past on their way to the palai-e.
They were wavirtg banners and sinking
and cheering with joy at the prospects of
their day. Humors were in the air that
steam horses (or flying jennies, as* we uswl
to call them) had been sent down, swings
had been erected, all sorts of games'- and
toys had been provided, to say nothing of
the sweets to be distributed as the^ came

away, and, best of all, that they were to
see and speak to the Duchess, and that
would be something to remember and be
proud of! And when at last they passed
the gates and saw her standing beside the
Duke, waiting t,o receive them, such a

cheer went up from hundreds of childish,
throats with all the sincerity and en¬
thusiasm of youth, that I joined in and add¬
ed my hurrah for the American girl, who
has come across the seas to make her home
among strangers, and as I turned away I
"wished" with all my heart that the
cares Of life may rest as lightly on her
slender shoulders as does the glittering
coronet that befits but adds nothing of
fairness to the brow of Her Grace Con-
suelo, Duchess of Marlborough.

MADGE BEVERLEY.

A Biblical Analogy.
SHE had never been on a roof garden be¬

fore. That was evident. Further spec¬
ulation might have engendered the

thought that this was her first visit to New
i'ork. But she was refreshingly sweet, and

pretty, and healthy looking.
Her shirt-waist was not of the most up-

:o-datemake. The collar was of the same ma¬

terial as the rest of the garment. Nor was

it of the stand-up-and-turn-down-at-the-
same-time variety. The sleeves did not puff
from the shoulder down, as is demanded by
those who think they know. But the shirt¬
waist Itself was as spotlessly clean and un¬

compromising as the diary of a Quakeress.
The young man lived in the city. That

eould be seen by, the conscientious look of
fatigue he wore.

Her first drink was a plain lemonade.
When her second became due the city
youth suggested the addition of a little

claret in It.
She declined,
shocked.
But he still

suggested. The
music still
played; n o w

Kayly, now

dreamily. Tha
other women
around contin¬
ued to show
how happy they
were. And
some of them
had clftret in

their lemonade; others had something
stronger, without the lemonade. In the
middle of a final, feeble hesitation sho
yielded. v

The electric lights grew brighter, the
music more exhilarating, the other people
around became handsomer, happier and less
strange.
"George," whispered the country girl,

shyly, as she pushed the two straws down
to the bottom of her third lemonade.with
claret."I wonder rhether the Garden of
Eden was a roof garden!"

.» ""-.iut . !

When Lamb Meets Lamb.
The hot, humid, midsummer monptony of

life in the Lambs' Club was relieved the
other day by the arrival of a telegraia
bearing the signatures of De Wolf Hopper,
George Nash, Louis Baker and Eugene
Cowles. The telegram was dated at. Derby
Line, Vt., and ran as follows:

The Lambs away.
To the Lambs that stay.
Send love and kindest greeting;

At Derby Line
The view is fine.
Likewise the air apd eating.

This dropping into poetry by telegraph
cost Hopper, Cowles et al. just $1.40,' In ad¬
dition to the absorption of brain tissue that
is Inseparable from the act of poetizing,
that sum being the cost of the following
reply which John E. Kellard, in a moment
of Inspiration, sent "collect:"

The Lambs at home ure all quite well.
But In the club It's hot as h.1:
Now times are hard with us, reflect,
Therefore we send this wire collect.

But.
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A smile of Maytlme sweet,
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